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with folded hands and looked blandly upon all
the change going on around it. The West End
has some dozen examples, and the City one
or two, while every suburb except the up-to-
the-minute suburbs keeps an odd one tucked
away somewhere. When one has used up all
the general programme tours of London, one
might make an Old Shop Tour. Freibourg and
Treyer's, in Haymarket, looks much as it must
have looked when my grandfather passed it.
Berry's, the wine-merchant's, and Lock's, the
hatter's, both in St. James Street, have also
insisted upon retaining the hues of youth and
growing old in the cravats and silk waistcoats
of George BrummelL There is the chemist's
shop in Drury Lane, which my mother, at the
age of eighty-one, recognised as having the self-
same appearance and dressing it had when she
was fourteen. There is the book-shop of Ellis,
in Bond Street, one of a number in that street
and its by-streets which have seen no good
reason for having their faces lifted to six storeys
of concrete.
My early acquaintance with Bftszard's arose
from my Aunt Jane and her shopping ex-
peditions. We have all, I suppose, had an Aunt
Jane, and have all, once or twice at least, gone
shopping with her. Remembering those ex-
peditions, one sees what a m revolution has